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Chap. LIII.An Attempt and a Fail¬
ure.

For a minute or more I mus,t have stood
gazing down on the damning words, un-

moving, breathless almost. Then I glanced
at the quiet face on tbe pillow and back
again to the tablet I held in my hand.
Could I believe it even now.now with

the confession there In black and white be¬
fore me? Believe that the suspicions of
Jason and Dr. Crackenthorpe, that I had
held so foul, were after all justified by
facts? Asquit worse men whom my heart
had so long seeretly condemned, and accept
this father of mine and of Modred for the
criminal?

I am glad to know.proud In the little
pride I may call mine.that at that supreme
moment I stood stanch; that I cried to my¬
self: "It is a lie. born of his disease! He
never did it!" That I dashed the tablet
back upon the bed and that my one over¬

whelming thought was: "How may I de¬
fend this poor soul from himself?"
That he might die in peace with his con¬

science.that was the end of my desire.
Yet h%w was I, knowing so little, to cou-

cincd hiiu? How combat a mania with sim¬
ple words of trust ad belief poured into a

nearly deaf ear? Disproof I had none, but
only assurance of sympathy and a moral
certainty that a nature so constituted could
never lend itself to so horrible a deed.
For long I paced the room backward and

forward, seeking to quiet the tumult in my
brain, groping and searching for some out¬
let whereby to escape the problem of im¬
potence to help.

In lie midst of my confusion of thought
a sudden idea woke in me and quickened
Into a resolve. I went swiftly out of the
room, down the stairs, and walked in upon
old Peggy mumbling her bread and milk in
the kitchen. I was going out foir awhile, I
fold her, and bade her listen for any sound
upstairs that might betoken uneasiness on
tbe part of the patient.
For the time being there was no rain to

greet me as I stepped outside, but the wind
<till blew boisterously from the east, and
the sk.v was all drawn and wrapt in a dole¬
ful swaddle of cloud. In the air, too. was
i smell of chill, lifeless water; for ail the
valleys about were glazed with it and all
the streams of Winton full to the throat
With Its Icy welling.

rr>ly and ivlthout hesitation I made
, v*> t? the house of Dr. Crackenthorpe.

An ;i:iaemic, cross-looking servant girl was
polishing what remained of the handle of
the front door with a tattered doeskin
glove.
"Ts the doctor inside?" I said to her.
sho left the glove sticking on the handle

like a frouzy knocker, and stood upright
looking down upon me.
"What do you want with him?" she said.
"I wish ro see hint on private business."
"He's at his breakfast. He wont thank

rou for troubling him now."
"I don't want iiim to thank me. I wish

«> see him. that's all."
"Well, then, you c#n't.and that's all."
I pushed past her and walked into the

hall, and she followed me, clamoring.
The ugly voice I kuew well called from I

a back room I had not yet been into:
"What's that?"

I turned the handle and walked in. He
was seated before a stained and dented
urn of copper, and a great slice of toast
from which he had just bitten a jagged
semi-circle was in his hand.
He paused, with the piece in his mouth,

and scowled up at me in astonishment.
"I told'him you was at breakfast," said

the cross girl, "but nothing 'ud suit his
lordship but to drive his elbow into my
chest and walk in."
She emphasized her little He with a pres¬

sure of her hand upon the presumably
wounded part.
"Assault and battery!" said the doctor,

showing his teeth. "Get out of my house,
fellow!"
"After I've had a word with you."
"Eh? Edith, go and fetch a constable."
"Certainly," I said. "The very thing I

should like. I'll wait here till he comes."
He called to the girl as she was run¬

ning out: "Wait a bit! Leave the fellow
with me and shut the door."
She obeyed sulkily and we were alone

together.
He went on. with his breakfast with an

affectation of unconcern and took no notice
of me whatever.

"I believe you wished me to let you
know, Dr. Ora'ckenthorpe, if I should be In
further need of your servicesV"
He swallowed huge gulps of tea with an

unpleasant noise, protruding his lips like a

gargeyle. but answer made he none.
"I am in need of yoGr services."
He dissected the leg of a fowl with pro¬

fessional relish, but did not speak. In a
gust of childish anger that was farcical I
nipped the joint between finger and thumb
and thr^w it into the fire.
For an instant he sat duiufounded star¬

ing at his empty plate: then he scrambled
to bis feet and ran to the mantelshelf all in
a scurry of fury and began diving among
the litter there aud tossing it ri^ht and
left.
"The pistol.the pistol!" he muttered, in

a cracked voice. "Where is it? What have
I done with it?"
"Never mind. You expect a fee for your

services, I suppose?"
He slackened in his feverish search and I

saw he was listening to me..
"You don't want to kill the goose with

the golden eggs. I presume?" said I. coolly.
He twisted round and faced me. His

lank cheeks were flushed, but cupidity was
beginning to usurp the fury in his eyes.
"Do you expect a fee. Dr. Cracken-

thorpe?"
"You have a rude, boorish insistence of

your own," he cried at me hoarsely. "But
I suppose I must value it for what it's
worth. It's the cnstom to ask a fee for
professional services."
"You volunteered yours, you know."
He shrugged his shoulders.
..Quite so," he said. "The matter lies

with you."
"With you, I think. In visiting my

father the other night you had no secret
hope, I suppose, that we should pay you in
the sort of coin you have already had too
much of?"

"You insult me, sir."
"Unwittingly, I assure you. Will you

answer me one question? Is there the re¬
motest chance of my father recovering
from this attack?"
"Not the remotest.not of his definitely

rallying even, I should say."
"Is that only an opinion?"
"Bah! Mirarles don't oefcur in surgery.He is practically n dead man, I tell you."
"Why do you adopt this attitude to me,

then, if you have an eye to a particular sort
of fee?"
"Perhaps I wanted proof that the old man

was past levying toll on." A wicked smile
wrinkled his mouth. "Perhaps I satisfied
myself he was, and from you I expected no
consideration or justice."
"You can leave that out of the question.It's a foul word in your mouth. Considera¬

tion from me, in your sense, you would
never get. A mere business contract, is an¬
other matter, and that is what I came to
propose."
"Oh, indeed'"
'He said it with a sneer, but moved

nevertheless nearer the table, so that we
could talk without raising our voices.
"May I ask the nature of this stupendous

contract ?"
"I will tell you without asking. I make

you this offer.to hand over to you all
that x-emains of the treasure on one con¬
dition."
"And that is?"
"That you tel} me how my brother Modred
came to his death."
He gave a little start: then dropped his

eyes, frowning, and drummed with his fin¬
gers on the table. I saw that he under¬
stood me partly; that he was groping in
his mind for some evasion.some middle
course, whereby he could satisfy all par¬
ties and secure the prize for himself.
"If your father didn't do it." he was

beginning, but I took him up at the outset.
"You know he didn't! It's a foul lie'of

such a man. Dr. Craekenthorpe".my voice
despite my stubborn resolve, broke a little.
"he is lying there on his deathbed, despair¬
ing, haunted with the thought that it was
he who, in a fit of drunken madness, stran¬
gled the life in his own son. It is all hid¬
eous monstrous unnatural. You know
more about it, I believe, than any man.
You were sitting with him that night."
"But he left me awhile."
"You know it wasn't in his nature to do

such a thing!" ,

"Pardon me. I have always looked upon
your father as a dangerous, reckless fellow.
His instincts may at one time have pointed
in the right direction, but some warp.
some early grievance, at which he more
than oncc hinted vaguely to me.undoubted¬
ly moulded him into a much more formida¬
ble personality."
"I wont believe it. You know more than

you will say.more than you dare to tell.
Oh. if that churchyard fellow had only
lived I would have had the truth by now."
"I hope so. though yon do me the honor

to hold me implicated with him in some
absurd and criminal secret, and on the
strength of a little delirious raving.not an
uncommon experience in the profession,
trust me."
"I don't appeal to your charity or your

mercy. There's a rich reward awaiting yon
if you tell what you know and ease the old
dying man's mind, Further than that.if
you withhold the truth and let him pass in
his misery, I swear that I'll never rest till
I've dnigged you down and destroyed you."
He bent his body in a mocking and an

ungainly bow.
"I really can't afford to temporize with

my conscience for any one living or dead.
As it is «I have serious qualms over not
having denounced him whom I considered
the actual criminal. Practically I have al¬
lowed myself to slip into the position of an
accomplice, which is an extreme concession
on my part of friendly patronage toward a
family that has certainly never studied to
claim my good offices."

I looked at him gloomily. 1 could not be¬
lieve even now that he would dismiss me
without some by-effort toward the prize
that he saw almost within his grasp, and I
was right.
"Still," he went on, "I don't claim infal¬

libility for my deduction. It would be an
Immense relief to me to find proof that my
suspicions were unfounded. I shall be
pleased, if you wish it, to return with you,
and, if possible, to question the patient."

I was too anguished and distraught to re¬
ject even this little thread of hope. Per¬
haps it was in me that at the last moment
the sight of that stricken figure at home
might move the cold cynicism of the man
before me to some weak warmth of charity.
He bade me wait in the hall while he

finished his breakfast, and I had nothing
for it hut to go and sit down under the row
of smoky prints.
He kept me a deliberate while, and then

came forth leisurely and donned his brown
coat, that was hanging like a decayed pirate
beside me.
Together we set forth, and he talked quite

gayly in his strident, galvanic voice, as if
there could be nothing nearer my interest
than the abnormal weather and the swollen
water courses.
The mill greeted us with no jarring thun¬

der as we entered its door, for the discord
of its phantom grinding I had myself si¬
lenced.

I listened as we climbed the wooden stairs
for any sound from the room above, but
only the echo of our footfalls' reverberated
in the lonely house.
No sign of old Peggy had I seen, but,

when I pushed open the door of my father's
room, there she was standing by his bed
and leaning over.
At the noise of our entrance she twisted

her head, gave a sort of sudden pee-vvit cry
and tumbled upon the floor in a collapsed
heap, the tablet from the bed in her hand.

Chapter LIY..A Last Confession.
I thought that the old woman, startled by

our entrance, had merely stepped back,
tripped, and so come to the floor. The
Doctor, however, boasted that much of the
professional eye that he knew better. He
uttered an exclamation, ran to the prostrate
figure, and called me to bring a spongefu!
of water from the wash hand stand.
When I had complied I saw that the an¬

cient limbs were rigid, the teeth set, the
lips foaming slightly. Peggy was in an
epileptic fit. and that, at her age, was no
light matter.

I feared that her struggles might pres¬
ently wake my father, who was to all ap¬
pearance sleeping peacefully, and asked the
doctor if it would not be possible to move
her at the outset to another room. He
si ook his head, but gave no answer. Sud¬
denly I was conscious that the eyes were
fixed not upon the sufferer but upon the
tablet still held in her crooked fingers, and
that in my distraction I had not erased
the damning words that were traced there¬
on. The wet sponge was in my hand. With
a quick movement I stooped and swept it
across the surface. As I did so the doctor
slewed his head round and smirked tip at
me with a truly diabolical expression.
Then he snatched the sponge and plumped
it with a slap on the withered forehead.
The soot from the tablet ran in wet
streaks over the sinister old face and
made a grotesque horror of it. The wretch¬
ed creature moaned and jerked under the
shock, Ss though the water were biting
acid.
Not a word was spoken between us for

full twenty minutes.not till the fit at
length subsided and left the racked body
to the rest of exhaustion. The eyes be-
came human with viiat humanity was
left them: the pallid face fell into the usu¬
al lines.the old woman lay flat with closed
lids in the extreme of debility.
Then said Dr. Crackenthorpe: "Take you

her feet and I her head and we'll move her
out of this.'''
We carried Peggy into my room and laid

her on the bed that had been Jason's. Her
hours must be numbered. I thought, as I
looked at the gray features, already grow¬
ing spectral in the rising fog of death. It
is the fashion to picture the monarch strik¬
ing at liis subjects with a blade. Ah, any
one who has watched knows that he lies
all its existence in the mortal life, like an
ichneumon's egg in a larva, and is hatched

and wings bis way out when his own mo¬
ment comes. Death is no wanton sharp¬
shooter from the thicket. He is as much
a part of us as our marrow, and the meas¬
ure of his proximity to nerve centres is the
measure of our pain when he escapes. He
breaks forth, not into us.
Turning from that old fallen stump, ,Dr.

Crankenthorpe suddenly faced me, a smile
on his cracked lips.
"So," he said, "on the top of that con¬

fession you sought to convince me against
your own judgment?"

"I haven't a thought to deny it. I value
it at nothing. He has fled on a baseless
chimera, at yflur instigation.yes, you
needn't lie.till his mind is sick with dis¬
ease. What does it matter? I know him,
and I stake my soul on his innocence. I
asked you to ease his mind, not mine.
Somehow you are involved in the mystery.
If men could speak from the grave, George
White would shake your evil soul, I swear.

I tell you in a word".I strode up to him
and spoke slowly and fiercely
"My father had no hand in Modred's

death, and I believe you know it."
He backed from me a little, breathing

hard.
"In the face of such infatuation," he was

beginning, when a sound from the bed
stopped him. I started and turned. The
old woman's hand was up to her neck. Her
sick eyes were moving from the one to the
other of us in a lost, questioning way; a

murmur was in her lean, pulsing throat.
I leaned over to ber. She was struggling

to speak. I could see. and a mortal fear
was straining for outlet.
"Lie quiet, Peggy. You may be able to

speak in a minute if you lie quiet."
The words seemed only to increase the

panic in her. With a gurgling burst a

fragment of speech came from her mouth:
"Be I passing?"
The doctor heard it. "Yes," he said,

brutally. .

She appeared to collapse and shrink in¬

wardly. but in a moment she was up, lean¬
ing on her elbow, and her face was terrible
to look at. .

" 'Twas I killed the boy'." she cried, with
a sort of breathless wail; "tell him.tell
Ralph," and so fell back, and I thought the
life was gone from her.
Was I base and cruel in my triumph? I

rose erect, indifferent to the tortured soul
stretched beneath me. I tossed out my arm

with a gesture of hard joy toward Dr.
Crackenthorpe.
"Who was right?" I cried. "Believe me

now. you dog: and growl and curse your fill
over the wreck of your futile'villainy!"
His mouth was set in an incredulous grin-

ning line. I brushed sternly past him, mak-1

irig for my father's room. I could not pause
or wait for a moment. The poor soul's long
anguish should be ended there and then.
As I stooped over his bed I saw that some

change had come upon him in sleep. The
twist of his mouth was relaxed. His face
had assumed something of its normal ex¬

pression.
I seized up the tablet from where it had

tumbled on the floor. I smeared it with a
fresh coating from the saucer. His lirst
waking eyes, I swore, should look upon the
written evidence of his acquittal. While I
was waiting for the stuff: to dry, he stirred,
murmured and opened his eyes.
"Renalt!" he said, in a very low, weak

voice.
Speech had returned to him. I could have

shrieked out in the ecstasy of the moment.
I knelt by his tide and passed my tremu¬

lous arms underneath him.
"Father," I said, "you can speak.you are

awake again. I have something to tell you;
something to say. Don't move or utter a
sound. You have been asleep all this time-
only asleep. While you were unconscious
old Peggy has been taken ill.very ill. In
the fear of death she has made a confes¬
sion. Father, I saw what you wrote on this
-look, 011 this tablet! It was all untrue; I
have wiped it out. It was Peggy killed
Modred.she has confessed it."
He lifted his unstricken hand.the otlier

was yet paralyzed.in an attitude of prayer.
I don't think "he realized his condition; yet
he looked at me queerly when I said he had

"In a moment she was up,
ace was terrible to look at."
only slept. His lids closed and a long sigh
came from his lips. I made out that he was
uttering words of penitence and thanksgiv¬
ing, and I rose and withdrew a little that I
might not encroach upon the purity of his
mood.
Presently his hand dropped and he turne.t

his face to me, his eyes brimming with
tears.
"Renalt." he murmured, in the poor

shadow of a voice. "I thank my God.but
the greater sin.I can never condone.though
you forgive me.my son."
"Forgive? What have I to forgive, dad?

My heart is as light as a feather."
He only gazed at me earnestly.pathetic¬

ally. I went and sat by his side and
smoothed his pillow and took his hand in
mine.
"Now the incubus has gone, dad, and

you'll get well. You must.I can't do with¬
out you. The black shadow is passed from
the mill, and the coming days are all full of
sunshine."
"What has she.confessed? How did.she

.do it?"
"I didn't wait lo hear. I wanted you to

know, and left her the moment she had
spoken."
"Alone?"
I hesitated and stammered.
"There," he said, with a faint smile. "I

know.I know he's in the house. I don't
fear.I don't, fear.I tell you. I'm.past
that. He wont want.to come in here?"
"If he dares I'll throw him from the win¬

dow."
"Nay.be gentle.even with him."
He spoke all this time in a bod.vless, low

tone, and the effort seemed to exhaust him.
I was ignorant in my great joy at his re¬
covery. or I should have known better than
to lead him, just over the border, into talk.
Now. however, noticing the f,Tiling pallcfr
of his face, my error occurred to me. and I
begged him to speak no more, but res£ an(j
sleep, if possible.
For some time I sat by him, till he fell

into a light slumber. No sound was in the
house, and I did not even know if Dr.
< rackenthorpe had left the adjoining room.
But when my father was settled down and
breathing quietly, I rose and .stepped noise¬
lessly thither to see.

He was standing against the window.an
angular silhouette, whose every corner was
expressive of ugliness.and turned stealth¬
ily round as I entered, watching me.
As I walked toward him I glanced aside

at the bed. Something about the pose of
the figure thereon brought me to a sudden
stop. My heart rose and fell with a sharp.
Quick emotion, and in the instant of it I
knew that the old woman was dead.
For the moment I stood stupefied. I think

I had hardly realized that the end was so
near. Sorrow I could not feel, but now re¬
gret leaped in me that I had not waited to
hear all that she might tell. Only for an
instant. On the next it Hashed through
me that it was better as it was; better to
put my trust in that first wild confession
than to invite it by further questioning to
self-condonation.perhaps actual denial.
As I halted, gazing with shrinking eyes

on the long rigid shape that, lying stark on
the bed, seemed to grin mockery at the
blessed rest of sleep, I was conscious that
Dr. Orackenthorpe. come stealthily from
the window, was standing in front of me
and holding out something in his hand- At
that 1 sprung to consciousness, as it were,
and turned and faced him.
"You went too soon," he said, in a cold

voice of irony, "I must tell you that was

hardly decent."
"I never thought she had spoken her

last."
"Nor had she.by a good deal."

leaning on hef elbow, and hef

"She said more?"
"Much more.find to a different purpose.**
I stared at him. breathing hard.
"Are you going to lie again?" I muttered.
"That pleasantry is too often on your

lips, sir," he said, coolly. "None doubt
truth so much as those who have dishon¬
ored her. 'Tis a truism. The dead woman
there leaves you this as a legacy."
He thrust the thing he was holding into

my hand. I looked at it stupidly and recog¬
nized it in a sort of dull wonder. It was
that ancient mutilated portrait of Modred
that I had once discovered in Peggy's pos¬
session.
From the stained and riddled silhouette

to the evil face of the man before me I
glanced and could only wait in dumb ex¬
pectancy.
"She told me where to find it," he said,

"and I brought it to her."
"I never heard you move."
"I stepped softly for fear of disturbing

your father. Do you see that, outraged
relic? The old creature's self-accusation
turned upon It.upon that and nothingelse."
"What do you mean?"
"That you must look elsewhere, I am

afraid, for the criminal. Our pleasant Rot-
tengoose shared the gross superstitions of
her kind. All these years she has secretly
hugged the really reprehensible thought
that the boy's death was due to her."

"I don't understand."
"A base superstition, my friend.n very

base superstition. She had in her posses¬
sion, I understand, a flint shaft of the
paleilithe period. There are plenty sue!
to be picked up in the neighborhood. The
ignorant call them elf arrowheads and
cherish the belief that to mutilate with one
of them a body's portrait or image Is to
compass that person's destruction. This
harridan cherished no love for your broth¬
er, I believe, and fancied she saw her op¬
portunity of seizing revenge without risk
011 a certain night of misfortune. The boy
died and henceforth she knew herself as
his murderess. Good morning to you.
May I remind you that my fee is yet un¬
paid? I will certify to the present cause
of death with pleasure."
To be continued to-morrow. This storjbegan in the Journal April 27.

Do not send in your solution before May 28. Be careful to see that your solution reaches this office before 6 P. M. Friday, June 5. No solution coming
later will be considered. This is absolute.

A WOMAN POLITICIAN OF THE SOUTH.
Owns a Newspaper Which Is the Official Organ of

Democracy's Leader, Crisp.
While thp vast council of women are try¬

ing to induoe the Government to let them
enjoy political rights by holding their
meetings next to the halls of Congress
there is one little Southern ¦woman who
stands at the head of the Democratic
party and dictates the policy of the paper
which is'the political organ of the Demo-

day. only the business burdens of the pub¬
lication did not rest heavily upon her.
There is probably no newspaper man in

this country who knows more about poli¬
tics in general, and Democratic politics in
particular, than does Mrs. Myrick. She is
one of the people in politics who keep
promises and stick to friends. She is a typ-

"J0UA&

critic leader iD Washington to-dty. Her:
name is Marie Louise Myrick. and she is
the owner of the Times-Itecorder, published
In Americus, Ua. The paper is kaown as
the personal organ of Speaker Crisp, and
Sirs. Myrick as Its owner, editor-in-chief
and president of the corporation. The paper
was under the management of Mrs. My-!
rir-k's husband until his deat!) a le* years
ago. but during his life time si* was as

potent a factor In It.' auocess as sue is to- J

o q o e> u o *

leal Tennessee woman.
She h.«.s one son, to whom she is

perfectly devoted, and she says, "My
boys and I are the best of chums." In
regard to all business relations, she says,with a frankness one seldom hears in this
age when women are inarching in armies:
"I like men best. We understand one an¬

other better. I believe that men and wom¬
en were never meant to oppose one an¬
other, and my ideal of the future for us is
that we shall work in peace and under¬
standing side by side."

WOMEN HERE AND THERE.
How the Salvation Army Won a

Recruit Among San Fran¬
cisco's Celestials.

The Inspiring Story of Advanced
Women Who of Their Own Will

Give Up Theatre Hats.

Miss Helen Pitkin, of New Orleans, is one
of the growing army of the "youngest
women doing editorial work" on newspa¬
pers. She is only twenty-three years old and
is a member of the editorial department of
the Times-Democrat, of New Orleans. Not
content with her distinction in journalism.
Miss Pitkin is also a linguist, pianist, harp¬
ist, possesses dramatic ability and is a

great favorite socially.
In San Francisco the, Salvation Army has

a new recruit In the person of Mary Quay,
a little Chinese girl. Mary was half con¬

verted to ordinary Christianity by some

pious folk of her acquaintance, but she dis¬
covered that the ordinary Christian
churches were open only one day in seven.

This staggered her somewhat, for she could
not believe in a "Joss" who could be so

easily placated. The Salvation Army, with
its daily meetings, remedied this, and she
has concluded that it is not only safer,
but happier than the church. "For," she
says, "at the Army they play every night,
but at the church they play only once a

week."

Now has the good sense and the altruistic
spirit of the advanced woman easily done in
California what in Ohio a whole Legislature
full of blundering men accomplished with
difficulty. The Woman's Congress meeting
in Alameda has declared itself in favor of
a "reform" theatre hat, or of no hat at all.
The more conservative members of the
congress, realizing what pain so sweeping
a change would eausei among women, pro¬
claimed war upon the common, or garden
variety of theatre hat, but compromised
upon a trim, low, inofl'tfuslve bounet. More
radical spirits were in favor of the abol¬
ishing of all sorts of headgear at public
entertainments.

If Miss Steele, a teacher in a Western
school, wins a suit which she has just
brought against the School Board, School
Boards will be careful in future how they
"dock" salaries. She has made a demand
for six years' salary ou tlie School Board,
amounting to $5,400. She claims the
amount for working overtime on an average
of two hours a day for eighteen years that
she has been a school teacher. The de¬
mand grows out of a deduction of J18
cents which the Finance Committee of
th« School Board recently made 011 her
salary because she was absent from school

half an hour during class hours. Miss
Steele sent a letter of protest to the Board.
The letter was referred to the Committee
on Discipline, which invited the teacher to
appear before it, but she declined to do so.

The committee then reported back to the
Board, refusing to allow the claim. When
she wrote to the Board Miss Steele sent in
her resignation as a teacher.

FROU-FROU.

Falconry is going to be one of the fash¬
ionable sports of the Summer among the
smart set.

Every day a fresh bouquet, to match the
costume, is one of the thoughtful ways in
which Mrs. Frederick Vandervllt entertains
her house-party guest^.
Fifty dozen each, more or less, of knives,

forks and spoons, especially bon-bon spoons,
are delightful possessions, and among ladies
fortunate in this respect is Mrs. Walter
Damrosch.

Young society girls. Miss Gertrude Van-
derbilt among the number, who have been
taking a course of lessons at the New
York Cooking School, have already made
arrangements for continuing the study next
Autumn.

One of the newest fads in the beau monde
is to make a collection of silhouettes; Mrs.
Lorillard has a number of these black pro¬
file portraits of celebrities who lived in
the second half of the last century, when
this style of portraiture was in vogue.

COOL SUMMER UNDERWEAR.
The woman who scorns silk and persists

in wearing oniy cambric lingerie in Sum¬
mer is not wise. Silk of the China and
India varieties is but little dearer than
dimities aud lawns, and it is at least three
times as cool. Moreover, the silken gar¬
ments which are shown in the uptown
shops are so pretty that 110 one but a
stoic could resist them.
One of the most attractive is a night

gown of white India silk made with an
elaborate yoke and jabot, which almost
entitle it to rank as a negligee. The yoke
is of fine tucks, which end in Van Dyke
points bordered by double rows of inser¬
tion. A deep friil of Point de Venlse lace
edges the yoke and drops in a jabot below
the waist line.
Simpler, but equally pretty, is a gown

made to hang in loose folds from the neck,
and untrimmed cxcept by a deep sailor col¬
lar edged with lace. On both these gowns
the sleeves are not only puffs, but are gath¬
ered on the inner sleeve.
A combination corset cover and skirt is

made of silk and lace with all the fulness
gathered into tucks at the waist line, which
is further adorned by diamond-shaped in¬
sertions of lace.

SOROSIS OFT
FOR LOUISVILLE.

Will Travel in a Private Car to the
Biennial of the General Federation

of Women's Clubs in America.

TThe clubwomen of New York are very

much interested in the National Convention
of Women's Clubs, which meets in Louls-
ville, Ky., from May 27 to May 29, in¬

clusive.
Each of the various city clubs has elected

delegates to attend the convention,
while Sorosls, in the fervor of her club
enthusiasm, not content with representa¬
tion by a delegate, more or less, has char¬
tered a car, and many well-known Sorosis
leaders will be present iu a body to offer
words of wisdom to the infant clubs, or

profit by the original ideas which will un¬

doubtedly emanate from the Western con¬

tingents.
In all, twenty-seven States will be repre-

sented, although bjit twenty States have
as yet the honor of belonging to the Nation¬
al Federation. The clubs of each State
will appear with the State banner, with the
exception of those that hail from New
York, who labor under the disadvantage of
belonging to a State that has no banner.

It is an important fact not generally
known that only such clubs are admitted to
the General Federation as do not belong
to any other established federation. This
excludes the various organizations of the
W. C. T. U., woman suffrage clubs, and
almost without exception the innumerable
political clubs throughout the country.
The "Society for Political Study" does

not, according to the president, the Rev.
Phoebe Hanaford. come under the head of
a political club. It is not a rendezvous for
feminine politicians with schemes to foster,
but merely a society for the study of ques¬
tions relating to good government. Hence
It will be represented in Louisville by an

active membet, Miss M. A. Ilam.
Mrs. Croly (Jennie June) will attend the

convention as president of the New York
State federation, and will also, as presi¬
dent of the Woman's Press Club of New
York, represent'that body. Other repre¬
sentative New York women who will be
present are: Mrs, Francis Hardman Hess,
secretary of the New York State Federa¬
tion; Mrs. M. D. Hall, Mrs. A. M. Palmer,
Mrs, Mary Coffin Johnson and Mrs. Ella
Deits Clymer.
The programme which will extend

through the three days includes some mas¬

terly papers on subjects of particular in¬
terest to women, such as "University Ex¬
tension." "Public nnd Travelling Li¬
braries," "The I'lace of Art iu the Wo¬
man's Club of To-Day," and many more of

y

equal interest and importance. An election
of officers will take place. The name of
Mrs. Henrotin will, of course, be proposed
for re-election, and the general feeling is
that an opposition ticket would be regard¬
ed as a mere farce.
Until the last Biennial Federation, in

1894, the clubs of but four States had
joined forces. The addition In two years
of the clubs of sixteen States is regarded
by the women of clubdom as one of the
most encouraging signs of the times.

EN PASSANT.
Unfortunately.That people who mean

well are so very apt to do badly.
At a Manicure's.That hot oatmeal

water is a good wash for the hands.

Apropos to Fairs.That in the hands of
some women there is nothing more deadly.
Very True.That much charity that be¬

gins at home is too feeble to get out of
doors.

By the by.That "handsome men are al¬
ways conceited, and they are selfish and
they flirt."

At the Woman's Exchange.That the sale
of cake alone amounts to over .$10,000
every year.

At a Swell Wedding.That two muids of
honor, six bridesmaids and six ushers is
the correct style.
At a Luncheon.That very suitable fancy

cakes are marsh-mallow squares, lemon
squares and almond stars.

In the World of Sports.That a bicycle
silver-plated and sparkling witb jewels is
the last new thing, and tbe price $800.
In a Boudoir.That the woman who would

dress well must know something about art
of all kinds.art in painting, in sculpture,
poetry, music, literature.is a theory of
Walter Besant, or Is it Iluskin's?

MINNEHAHA CAKE.

Allow two cups of brown sugar, two
cups of flour, one-half cup of water, five
eggs, two teaspoonfuls of baking powder
and the grated peel of two oranges.
Mix the sugar and yolks together, then

add the water and whites of eggs, well
beaten; lastly the flour, in which the bak¬
ing powder has been sifted. Bake in
layers.
For the filling, boil one pound of sugar

with a very little water till it strings.
Pour the syrup upon the whites of four
eggs, which have been beaten to a stiff
froth. Beat vigorously. Then add one-
quarter of a pound of chopped citron, one-
quarter of a pound of chopped figs, one-
half pound of raisins, seeded and cut fine,
and one pound of /-hopped and blanched
almonds, all mixed well together,
Spread between the layers and over the

top and sides of the cake.

Ecru Canvas Ffock
for the Seaside.

FASHIONS FROM ABROAD.
Fans of lace set upright on each side of

the ear are a feature of the latest hats and
toques.
Some of the latest sleeves are quite plain

and tight fitting. From the shoulder fall
full frills that somewhat relieve the effect,
but are not a part of the sleeve proper.
New hats are perfectly round and flat,

sufficiently large to shade the eyes. They
are worn tilted over the face by means of n
spiall black velvet baud in the interior of
the crown.

The craze for black and white is discern¬
ible in the lightest Summer gowns. A
model of the sort Is of white muslin, with
insertions of black lace over silk, showing
stripes of black white and blue.

A striking costume for the wheel is of
dark blue serge, the jacket opening over a

pink and white stiffened - chemisette. A
white satin cravat, white leather belt,
white gloves and a white straw sailor with
white wings are worn with it.

The latest English cycling cap, and tho
one most generally becoming, is a eloth
toque. The shape is Jong and somewhat
narrow, and projects a good deal over thb
face. The brim is caught to the corner
with ribboti, and on the side there is t
buckle aud some high still quills.


